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Hale be your heart, hale be your fiddle;
Lang may your elbuck jink an' diddle,
Tae cheer you thro' the weary widdle

O' war'ly cares,
Till bairns' bairns kindly cuddle

Your auldj gray hairs.

But DAY IE, lad, I'm red ye're glaikit;
I'm tauld the Muse ye hae negleckit;
An* gif it's sae, ye sud be licket

Until ye fyke ;
Sic hauns as you sud ne'er be faikit,

Be hain't wha like.

For me, I'm on Parnassus brink,

Rivin the words tae gar them clink ;

Whyles daez't wi' love, whyles daez't wi' drinks

Wi' jads or masons;
An whyles, but ay owre late, I think

1   Braw sober lessons.

Of a' the thoughtless sons o' man,
Commen' me to the Bardie clan ;
Except it be some idle plan

O' rhymin' clink,
The devil-haet? that I sud ban,

They ever think,

Nae